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prophet, ministering in the sanctuary, expounded the
mysteries which had perplexed the imperfect intelligence
of their remote posterity.

The lecture ceased; I was the first who broke into
plaudits; I advanced ; I offered to our master my con-
gratulations and my homage. Now that his office had
finished I found him the meekest, the most modest and
nervous being that ever trembled in society. With difficulty
he would receive the respectful -compliments of his pupils,
He bowed, and blushed, and disappeared. His reserve only
interested me the more. I returned to my rooms, musing
over the high matters of IP'S discourse. Upon niy table was
a letter from one of my companions, full of ribald jests. I
glanced at its uncongenial lines, and tossed it away unread.
I fell into a reverie of Arcadian loveliness. A beautiful
temple rose up in my mind like the temple in the picture
of Winter. The door opened; a band of loose revellers
burst into their accustomed gathering room. I was silent,
reserved, cold, moody. Their inane observations amazed
me. I shrunk from their hollow tattle and the gibberish
of their foul slang. Their unmeaning, idiotic shouts of
laughter tortured me. I knew not how to rid myself of
their infernal presence. At length one offered me a bet,
and I rushed out of the chamber.

I did not stop until I reached the room of the Professor.
I found him buried in his books. He stared at my entrance.
I apologised ; I told him all I felt, all I wanted; the
wretched life I was leading, my deep sympathy with his
character, my infinite disgust at my own career, my un-
bounded love of knowledge, and my admiration of himself.

The simplicity of the Professor's character was not
shocked by my frank enthusiasm. Had he been a man 01
the world he would have been alarmed, lest my strong feel-
ing and unusual conduct should have placed us both in a
ridiculous position. On the contrary, without a moment's